

IV.Thou rnaift I warrantee fh*H have old fwearing 
That they did give the Rings a way co men ; 

Bat weel out-face cfcem>and out-fweare them to : 
Away,makehafte,thou knoweft where I will tarry. 
Ner. Come good fir, will you /hew me to this houfe. 

Enter Lorenz* and Ie file a, (Exeunt* 

Ler. The Moone fhines bright. Jo (uch a night as this, 
W hen the fweet wind did gently k*fk the trees, 

And they did make no noyfe,in fuch a night 
Troyltts me thinks mounted the Trojan walls. 

And figh’d his foule toward tbo Grecian tents , 

Where Crejfed lay that night. 

Ieffi. In luch a night 

Did Thisbie fearefully ore«trip tfoedew. 

And faw the Lyons /had o w ere himfelfe. 

And ranne difmayed away. 

Loren. In filth a night * " ' 

Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Upon the wilde fea bankes,and waft.hcr Love 
Tocomeagaineto Carthage. 

TeJJi. In fuch a night 
Medea gathered the inchantedhearbs 
That did renew old 8 fin. 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Did IeJJlca fteale from the wealthy le w, 

And with an unthrife Love did ruhne from Venice, 

As firre as ’Belmont, 
lejji. In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo f wear o he lov’d her well. 

Stealing her foule with many vowes 
And nere a true one. 

Loren. In luch a night 
Did pretty leffica ( like a little /brow ) 

Slander her Lo ve,and he forgave k her. 

leffi. 1 would out-night you did no body come 
But harke,I hearc the footing of a man. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Loren. W ho comes fo faft in filence of the night 
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the Merchant of Venice. 

p Mejjen. A friend. 

“ Loren. A friend,what friend, your name I pray you friend ? 

cMeJf. Stef ham is my name,artd I bring word 
My MiftrefTe will before the breake of day 
Be here at Btlmont\{ he doth ftray about 
By holy croffes, where flic kneels and prayes 
For happy wedlock boures. 

Loren. W ho copies with her ? 

Mejf. None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

I pray you is my Matter yet returnd ? > 

• Loren . He is not,taor we have not heard from hicr-j 
But go we in I pray thee Iejfica , 

And ceremonioufly let us prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftrcs ofthe houfe. Enter Clowns < 
flown. Sola, fola, wo ha, ho fola,foIa. 

Loren. W ho calls ? 

• Clown. Sola, did youfee M.Lorenzo^nd M.Lorenzo t fola, fola. 
Zww.Leave hollowing man,heere. 

C7<w».Sola, where, where ? 

Loren. Heerc. 

Clown. Tell- him there’s a Pott come from my Matter, with his 
home full of good newes, my Matter will be here ere morning 
fweet foule. 

Loren.Lz c’s in, and there expettt their comming. 

And yet no matter : why fhould we goin? 

My friend Stephenfiignifts I pray you 
Within the houfe, your Miftres is at hand, 

And bring your mufique fborth into the ayre. 

How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this banke, 

Here will we fit, and let the founds of mufique 
Creepein ourearesfoft ftiInefTe,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweet harmony : 

Sit / ejfica , lookt how the floore of heaven 
Is thick inlayed with pattens of bright gold, 

There’s not the fmalleft orbe which thou beholdft, 

But in his motion like an Angel fings, 

Still quiring to the young-eyed Cherubins ; 

5>«ch harmony is in immortall foules, 
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